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One 


Author's Notes: 
This takes place during the filming of Rammstein\'s video for \"Mein Teil\", their song about the German 
cannibal Armin Meiwes. In the video, Christoph Schneider is dressed as a woman (supposedly the cannibal\'s 


mother) and Till has simulated sex with an angel. 


"Oh Gott." 


| couldn't miss that groan It sounded so full of despair that | stopped the makeup girl from wiping anything 
more off my face and got up out of the chair to investigate. The groan had come from the dressing room 
right next to mine; | didn't need to hear it again to know whose mouth had uttered it. 


"Till, whats wrong?" | said when | got to the door and peered in And there was our rugged frontman sitting in 
front of his mirror with his face in his hands, looking about ready to cry. Which was hardly a state I'd ever 
thought I'd see him in. 


Glancing up, startled to have been overheard, he smirked and shook his head. "Great. Just what | need - a 


half-man, half-woman.thing..whatever the fuck it is you are..right now." 


He was still dressed for the shoot - black vest, black pants, that thick leather dog collar around his neck - but 
it was his feet on which | focused Now, | know how big Till's feet are. In fact, | know how big all of Till is - we 
all do - and yet, his bare toes made him seem surprisingly vulnerable and childlike. "What's wrong?" | 


reiterated, moving into the room and closing the door behind myself. 
"Zoran.he made me..do something that |..that.." 


None of us had been allowed into Till's session with the angel. We'd all been filming our own segments for a 
couple of hours, allowing us to freely express ourselves with no restrictions. Only Till's part had been scripted 
by our director and Zoran had cackled wildly and rubbed his hands together in anticipation when he'd outlined 
the basic moves. Kinky bastard. | should've known. All that "Now grab your cock" shtick he'd gleefully shouted 
to me while we'd filmed my bit should've been the tip off. What had he done to Till? | could feel myself 
beginning to get angry. 


But | didn't interrupt or prompt him to continue, merely leaned casually against the table. 


The angel wore a strap-on, and things got a bit.well.he made me take it into my mouth," Till practically 
whispered, choking on a sob. "Oh Gott, it was so embarrassing.” 


That | was still dressed like Frau Schneider was perhaps a blessing, for it enabled me to put on a facade that | 
thought would be comforting. I'm surely not as good an actor as Till is, but | thought that perhaps he'd 
respond to me if | felt maternal. | took a few steps in his direction and put my arms around his trembling 
shoulders, murmuring soothingly and pressing a kiss to his raven-black hair. "Awww, it's alright, Tillchen. It just 
got out of hand. You shouldn't feel embarrassed. You were just playing a role." 


"But Schneider, you don't understand," he said sadly, his voice breaking. "l.l liked it.” 


For the moment, all the breath whooshed out of me. "You..?" | began, then found that | couldn't speak. | couldn't 
move, | was rooted to the spot. Great silver tears that made it look like his bluegreen eyes were melting 
flowed heavily down his cheeks; | could feel their wetness through my dress when he turned and buried his 


face against my side. 


My heart was pounding. "You liked it?" | squeaked out, and he nodded miserably. In my mind, | begged him not to 
say more, for | seriously didn't know how to handle this. After all, Till Lindemann, rock icon, big, strong, 
handsome Till the lady killer.was confessing to me..what? That he had gay feelings? That the idea of another 


man's penis in his mouth had turned him on? 


"There was a boy..at boarding school long ago," he croaked, wiping his eyes with the back of his hand. Shut up, 
Till, no, dont go there. "He was a year or two older than me, and his bed was next to mine..He was a handsome 
boy..a Spanish boy..his name was Antonio. And we got to be great friends. But one night, | woke up to find him 
with his hand in my pajamas, and l.l didn't know what to do. Maybe I'd had a hard-on in my sleep, | don't know, 


but he.he was stroking me off, and | kicked him. | kicked him in the face." 
"Did you want him, Till?" | asked breathlessly. 


His voice became tiny. "yes. | wanted him. | wanted him to kiss me and fuck me and..and everything. But | got 
so frightened to think | was..that way..that | kicked him and he never spoke to me again" 


"You know, a lot of young boys have those sorts of feelings. It doesn't necessarily mean anything. | was in the 


Army, you know, and men all crammed together without women around go a little crazy." 


He only shook his head, wiped his mouth, looking at our reflections in the mirror. It had to seem pretty bizarre 
to him, the two of us, he with his very masculine chest peeking through the lapels of the vest and me in my 
Frau get-up. "Christ, | could use a cigarette - why the fuck did | have to go and quit?" 


"Zoran frightened you again, didn't he?" | asked, rubbing one of his well-muscled shoulders. "He showed you 


that side of yourself, that you've been afraid to acknowledge." 
"Maybe I've been repressing it for years, | don't know." 


And maybe you've been trying to drown it in one woman after another, never finding any fulfillment because 
none of them has what you need, | thought, feeling myself start to shake. "Uh, Till, | gotta get all this crap off 
- this makeup is starting to itch.Why don't you take a shower and I'll see you in a bit.we'll get a drink and talk 


some more?" 
"OK " 


| literally fled the singer's side and went in search of the bathroom. What a sight | must've been, ladylike Frau 
Schneider, running down the hall, trying so desperately not to teeter on these heels! And finally finding the 
door, | rushed in and locked it behind myself. 


| practically ripped the pantyhose, getting them off, and next, my panties landed in a puddle at my feet. A huge, 
pulsing erection greeted my hands and | palmed it greedily, loving the feel of myself, so hot, so hard and thick. 
What a lucky boy young Antonio had been, to touch Till, even briefly. And what | wouldn't give to do the same, 
to show him the feelings | have repressed for years because | thought it wouldn't be good for the band and 
that he would never reciprocate. But maybe that's all different now. Maybe Zoran cracked open the door for 
me a little ways. Oh Till, | moaned softly, imagining my own palm to be his gorgeous mouth sucking me 
passionately. Is there any possibility that there could be a chance for us? My blood was boiling, heart pounding. 
Oh Til, touch me. Hold me in those big strong arms and make me yours. 


„And just like that, Frau Schneider had a most unladylike orgasm, crying out with pleasure as she filled her 
hand - or was that *his* hand - with more pearly liquid than he'd (she'd?) ever seen before. When he could 
breathe again, he couldn't hold back an insane giggle at the thought that had suddenly invaded his mind: Denn 


du bist, was du isst.und ihr wisst, was es ist.. 


~fin 


Zwei 


| found Till in the bar down the street, not morosely hunched over a bottle, as | might have expected, but at a 
table playing pool. And he had drawn a crowd. No surprise there. Big ones, little ones, old ones, young ones - 
women of every description always came running when Till was around. Why wouldn't they? Simply put, he was 
an alpha male - prime meat on the hoof - and all the girlies wanted it. And at the moment, | guess that 
included me too, considering the outfit I'd just changed out of. Haha. Good one, Frau Schneider. 


But this time, Till wasn't paying attention to any of his cooing flock, was dispiritedly banging the balls around on 
the green felt, seemingly just as unconcerned if he sank any or not. It was his way of letting off stean, | 
realized, and the fact that the women - some of whom were quite attractive and could've been potential 
companions for the evening - were not of interest, gave me a clue that our vocalist was still as upset as he'd 
been in the dressing room after the shoot. | ordered us two beers and hurried over, trying to be nonchalant 
when my heart was actually hammering in my chest. The earlier wank had helped to calm me a little, but now, 


seeing Till again, knowing how much might be at stake, made me excited and anxious, all at the same time. 


"Schneider," he said when he saw me, his voice a deep rumble that | felt as well as heard, "where's your 


dress?" 
"Oh funny, Till” 


Some of the women were eyeing me curiously, and a couple who had started to drift over stopped in their 
tracks. They had that look of deer poised to flee, their noses up and sniffing the air, delicate limbs bent in 
ready wariness. Stand down, ladies, I'm no slouch, | admit - | get my fair share of female admirers - but it's 


not doe I'm after tonight, but buck. A big six-pointer, as a matter of fact. 


| could've made a snappy comeback, something like, "Where's your strap-on?" but wisely chose not to follow up 
that particular line of teasing repartee. Instead, | lifted the two bottles to show Till | had brought friends of 
my own to the party. "Let's go sit down," | urged. 


Downing the rest of his own beer, he smiled at the little blonde standing next to him and gave her his pool cue, 
indicating she could finish his game if she wished, and followed me through the smoke to an empty table in a 
quieter corner of the bar. Man, their disappointment was literally a scent, it was so palpable. But | was buzzing. 
| could feel little electrical charges running back and forth pell mell under my skin Cool. Be cool, | reminded 


myself. This' not gonna be easy. 


The lamp, a green glass shade hiding a bare bulb, hung from a wire over the table and threw a harsh circle of 
light that did Tills face no favors. The shadows outlined every scar, the lines around his eyes, the look of skin 
well lived-in. I's odd - Till had had those lines for probably as long as | knew him. He had always had an air of 
quiet world- weariness about him, even as a young man. And now it had built up in layers like some sort of 


bitter onion just waiting for someone to come along and strip. Someone - | hoped - like me. 


"You OK?" | asked casually, studying his big hand grasping the beer bottle. His lips quirked into a familiar half- 
grin that | knew from previous experience was the signal for a sarcastic retort. This time, though, the threat 
of the smirk was empty and it quickly dropped away, revealing Till's vulnerability that he was allowing me to 
see. 

"l." he began, and gave his head a rueful shake, "I don't know how | am. Maybe a better statement is, ‘| don't 


know who I am." 

| took a drink, hoping my trembling hands weren't too obvious. "That bad?" 

"It is when you define yourself by your sexuality, only to find out that the whole thing has been a fucking lie" 
"But aren't you so much more than that - a.a poet, a father, a." 

"Doch rur ein Tier, Schneider. That's all we all are, when you strip away the bullshit" 


"So if that's so, why does it have to be an either/or proposition? Get over it, Till," | blurted, angry at his 
cynicism, "nothing is that black or that white. And you, of all people, should know that. You, who could find 
compassionate words for a cannibal, should have some for yourself" Oh great. There | go, putting my big feet 
in my mouth for a change. But Till knocking himself down yet again was more than | had the stomach to handle. 


He said nothing for a moment, that flesh-stripping gaze of his boring right into my own eyes. | swallowed and 
leaned back a little to get further away from it. 


"What, Schneider?" he asked softly, sounding like a hurt child, "you can only feel for me when you're wearing a 


dress?" 


"No - | just want you to see what pretentious crap this is. Yes, we are sexual animals, but that isn't even the 
beginning of who we are. A man - a real man - doesn't define himself by how many chicks he's nailed, | don't, 
and | don't think you do either. So stop the act. What are you really so fucking afraid of? Since when do you 


even remotely care what anyone else thinks of you? So maybe you're attracted to men too. Big deal.” 


Direct and to the point. | thought Till would appreciate that. Instead, he seemed to withdraw into himself, 
nervously picking at the label on the beer bottle and no longer meeting my eyes. Shit. How had this taken a 
wrong turn so fast? | was gonna play it cool, remember? Reel him gently into the boat. So what did | do? Jump 
in and rip up one side and down the other. Great work, asshat. | mentally kicked myself over and over. Hard. 


That is, until he turned the tables on me. 


"Well, what if | were to tell you that it's not ‘men’ I'm attracted tobut man. That | have been for years, and 
that..." He stopped suddenly, his mouth a moue of distress. He obviously hadn't intended to say this, my 
badgering must've made it just slip out. No wonder he couldn't look at me now.he.he felt.ch my god, | was 
shaking suddenly. Was it possible? Did Till care for me too? Sure - moving our relationship on to another level 


would change everything. However, | was willing to take that risk. 


"| said in the dressing room that maybe | had been repressing these feelings for a long time and that | wasn't 
sure, but that's not true - | know | have been" He ran a weary hand through his floppy black forelock, blinking 


from the sear of smoke. 


Now. Now was the time for my own confession. "Till," | said, smiling at him, and admiring the lines of his broad 
shoulders that | would soon be caressing if it all worked out as | hoped, "you have to know that Frau Schneider 


wasn't just an excuse to put on a dress and makeup. That.." 


"And don't you think that's precisely why l'm telling *you* this?" he interrupted, smiling too, his big green 
eyes crinkling at the corners. He looked so handsome when he smiled like this It made me want to jump across 


the table into his lap. 
| guess as close as we've been, there are no hiding some things." 
"Did you always know?" 


"You mean, that | fancied men too? It was like you said - it was more about ‘man’, than ‘men’, and maybe now 


I'l be able to tell him how | feel." 


But Till was just beaming, wasn't he? | don't think I'd seen his face lit with this much joy in.well.maybe ever. 
Or so it seemed to me. "Oh, Schneider," he said, reaching across the table and squeezing one of my hands, "I'm 


so happy for youl” 
For us, Till. Be happy for both of us." 


At that, his expression became coy and almost flirtatious. | swallowed hard, my mind going to places I'd only 


allowed it in private. Oh sweet lord, the things Im gonna do fo you. “Yes. For both of us..only.how will | tell him?" 
"How will you tell him? Oh, | think he already knows." 
"Really? You think Richard knows?" 


Ri.wha..? It was as though | could hear the broken bits of atria and ventricle go whooshing through my blood 
vessels, for surely this pain in my chest could only have been my heart exploding. | think | stopped breathing 
for a moment. Richard. He'd said Richard. Not.not me. And now liberated from all the guilt and confusion he'd 
no doubt been carrying for years, he chirped away like a little lovebird. Richard was so talented. And Richard 
was so sexy. And Richard.. 


| hardly heard it. My face flamed purple with embarrassment. Oh how could | have been so stupid? "Uh, Till, | 
need to go to the john - you know how beer goes right through me," | tried to joke, getting up and moving off 
before he could say anything. Particularly not another paean to Richard. It was bad enough that what I'd 


already heard made me sick to my stomach. 


| didn't vomit, in the end, but | clutched at my sore stomach, willing it to empty. I'l stick my fingers down my 
throat if | have to, | thought, kneeling on the tiled floor before the white commode. Anything, anything to get 
rid of the bile | could taste in my mouth, the utter awful pang of loss and disappointment. Richard. Oh no - 
anyone but Richard. Didn't he already have it all? Looks, personality, a great ass..ch shit.and now he would have 


my Till too. There was not a shred of justice in this world, | was convinced of it. 

Overcome, | started to cry. 

Suddenly, | heard the door opening and my name being called. Till. What the fuck was he doing in here? His step 
was light, he was quick and graceful for a man his size, and | shuddered to see his booted feet appear in the 
opening under the stall door. 

"Schneider - you've been in there for ten minutes - are you alright?" 

He'd come to check on me, concerned. Couldnt you just let me jump in and drown, you big dumb fuck? 

"-- are you sick?" 

Leave it to Papa Bear to get all paternal at a time like this. Especially when he'd just unwittingly broken my 
heart - | didn't want him to be nice to me. | simply wanted him to go away and leave me in pieces on the 
floor.literally. | couldn't hold in the sob. 

"Chris," he said softly, knocking at the closed door. | knew he could peer right over the top if he'd wanted to 
but he was trying to give me my privacy. Nice of you fo be so considerate, you bastard "Chris, are you 
crying?" 

"Go away, Till," | moaned, reaching for a sheaf of toilet paper to blot my eyes. "I'll be out in a minute." 
"Please tell me why you're crying. | want so much to help you, like you helped me." 

Oh yeah, | helped, alright. My options were few. | could tell him everything and make him awkward around me 
until the end of our days or | could lie and save my dignity at least a little. | chose the latter. "lits no good.| 
don't think | can tell him after all." 

"Oh god, Chris, are you sure? Whoever he is, | can't imagine anyone not wanting a great guy like you." 

That only succeeded in making me cry harder. | covered my mouth to keep in the screams | longed to release, 
until | could finally regain some control over myself. "You're a good friend to say that, Till," | choked out, 


shivering. "But maybe some things aren't meant to be." 


"You know best, l'm sure..c'mon out, Chris..we'll talk some more if you like, or we could go to my place and...” 


Lieber gott, no. Not to Till's. | couldn't bear it. "I just want to go home," | said. "My home." 
"Llll pay the bill and get us a taxi..we'll go right now." 


| listened for the door to close and didn't breathe again until it did. My heartbeat was so loud in the empty 
room, | could swear | heard it echoing off the tiled walls. Till was so sweet and compassionate. It was a side of 


him that not everyone knew. And it was true. He *was* a good friend. At least | hadn't lost that too. 


Standing, | tossed the sodden tissue into the bowl and flushed, going to the mirror to check out the damage. 
Yeah. Pretty bad. At least it was dark and no one would see the defeated Great White Hunter in all his misery, 
having lost his buck and everything else in the bargain. But there was one thing | knew for sure. One thing | 
would see to its end, no matter what: Richard, you litte bitch If you dare mistreat him, youre going to have Frau 
Schneider to answer to, and you can count on getting one of my stiletto heels through your windpipe, buddy boy. 


Im warning you. 


Drei 


| didn't see Till again until the Amerika video shoot, about a month later. | thought I'd distracted myself 
sufficiently with Paul, who had been my fuck-buddy on and off through the years, certainly nothing hot and 
heavy or romantic there. We just enjoyed each other's company, and didn't ask more from it. But no matter 
what | did, or who | was with, | kept going back to that night in the bar, and how relieved and happy Till had 
been to get his awful secret off his chest. As the shoot neared, | began to feel more and more uneasy. Had he 


told Richard? And if so, were they now lovers? Would being around them be an impossible ordeal for me? 


| began to dread my job and my friends. Never, in all our time together, had | ever actually dreaded 
Rammstein, and that included our "War of the Roses" years, when all we seemed to do was fight. That, at 
least, | could turn off and walk away from, knowing that that was simply what made us who we are and that 
eventually, we'd find a resolution. This, though, stalked me unrelentingly. | suppose | could've called Till and asked 
how things went with Richard. After all, we were good friends. Yet, | think | was afraid to know. 


And so it was with extreme anxiety that | walked onto the set at Rudersdorf, greeting my colleagues as they 
arrived and marveling at the 240 tons of ash and black sheeting that had been brought in to replicate the 
moonscape. | had to admit, it all looked very cool, especially our authentic American spacesuits, borrowed from 
Hollywood. We would learn that Donald Sutherland got his penis caught in the zipper of Tilts - how very 
appropriate, considering, | thought, hiding an evil snicker behind my hand. Luckily, when Richard arrived, Flake 
was jumping up and down and bending every which way to try out his suit and | was laughing too hard at his 
gawky antics to react much to the appearance of my rival. But where was Till? They hadn't shown up together 
- was that significant? Richard seemed the same as the last time I'd seen him and certainly didn't look like he 


was glowingly in love, nor did he keep watching the door for his paramour. | was seriously confused now. 


And Tilts eventual entrance did nothing to help it, although | thought it very odd for him to be late. He 
apologized and ducked into the dressing room with me in hot pursuit. | figured | might as well get it over with, 


because the suspense was killing me. 

"Hi, Till," | said nonchalantly as | went over to my own locker, pretending to look for something inside - and 
distinctly not looking at the way he filled out that black t-shirt he was wearing, or at what was underneath 
when he pulled it off. "How's everything?" 


| think his answer was a sort of grunt. We were alone in the room and that gave me a perfect opportunity to 


ask him a more intimate question. "How did it go with Richard?" | held my breath. 
"Perhaps we'll talk about it later, ja?" 


And that was that. | could glean no information from his demeanor and worse, we were being called to makeup 


and there was no more time for chit chat. 


"Sure," | said, following him. 


The next twelve hours seemed endless. From 5 PM to 5 AM, we played at being American astronauts, and it 
was easy To lose myself in the grind. | beat at those drums in double time until my arms were sore, all the 
while making it look like | couldn't have been cooler or more relaxed. It was a distinct blessing - it kept me 
focused and less aware of how handsome Till looked in his spacesuit. But then, when it was over for the day, | 
felt like falling over, both from fatigue and emotional distress. | knew | had to let this go or else, my 
relationships with my friends would be ruined forever, and they were too important to let that happen. 
Somehow, | had to reconcile all of this before it got any worse because frankly, | didn't know how I'd survive it 
otherwise. If Richard and Till were now together, it was my duty as their friend to be supportive and celebrate 
the joining of their hearts, despite the breaking of my own. 


| saw Till walking alone to his car and trotted after him through the parking lot; Richard was nowhere in sight, 
which | thought was curious. "Feel like getting some breakfast?" | offered, trying to be cheerful. As cheerful as 
it was possible to be at that hour after twelve hours in front of the camera, at any rate. Till turned, 
seemingly surprised to see me and motioned for me to get in the car. But he didn't start the engine. Instead, 
we just sat there silently looking at the dawn coming up over Berlin, streamers of light painting the clouds with 
a soft orange glow. | have to say, it was beautiful watching the birth of that July morning beside the man | 
loved. | studied his profile, the straight nose and strong chin, the way | could see through his eyes, and | 


waited. 


His face was impassive. He would give nothing away. And then finally, he cleared his throat and said, "Well, | told 
Richard.and the timing couldn't have been worse. He and Caron had just had a fight and apparently, its over." 


| couldn't help it. "Oh god" 


"So there | went, blundering into the middle of it, so happy and sure of myself” Exhaling, Till put his head back 
against the bolster and suddenly seemed to shrink into himself. "I suppose he could've been a real prick about 

the whole thing but he was really very compassionate, and he said that although he loved me, he didn't have 

those kinds of feelings for me. Besides, he was way too fucked up to entertain any sort of relationship with 


anyone now.. 
"Oh Schneider, | feel like such a fool..." 


Still looking straight ahead, those clear eyes filled with tears. | said nothing initially, just slid an arm around his 
trembling shoulders. Despite my own personal joy -- which | must say, felt very selfish, | absolutely wanted to 
kill Richard for this. Seeing Till in such pain was awful, and | would've felt that way about anyone who hurt him. 
However, Richard was also my friend, and hearing of the breakup of his marriage was sad. He did the gallant 
thing in letting Till down easy, and that redeemed him enormously in my eyes. 


"You must think l'm a huge pussy," Till sobbed out, "All | do in front of you is cry" 
"You're not a pussy and you're not a fool. Unrequited love hurts, Till -- | admire more the fact that you're 
secure enough not to hide how you feel. And that you feel safe with me." 


He nodded, sniffing, but he was obviously still embarrassed. This was surely not easy for a man to do, 
particularly a man with as complicated a mystique as Till's. He was definitely more sensitive than most realized, 
not to mention the fact that these were feelings he'd buried for years that he'd finally had the courage to air. 


Lord knows | empathized. 


| put my lips to his temple, trying desperately not to be overwhelmed by his nearness and masculine scent, 
and kissed gently, soothingly, | hoped. Till closed his eyes, releasing a little whimper of despair but he sat still, 
allowing me to comfort him. "tll be alright, Till," | cooed, kissing him again, but suddenly he turned his head, and 
those eyes were boring like augers into mine. | was so close -- too close -- his hand tightening its grip on my 


upper arm prevented me from moving away. 


'It was me, wasn't it," he said softly. He made my heart stop. Scheibe. 
| tried to look shocked. | blurted, "What are you talking about?", although | knew exactly what he was talking 
about. Too clever for your own good you are, Lindemann, 


"Schneider.when | told you about Richard..you said you also had feelings for someone - you meant me." 


| didn't answer. | couldn't, simply dropped my gaze to the floor, pondering what could be a graceful exit from 
probably the most embarrassing moment of my life. He cupped my chin in a big palm and turned my face back 


towards him. | wondered if he could feel me tremble. 
"It appears that I'm an even bigger fool than I'd thought.” His chuckle was sad and rueful. 


And then he kissed me. Gently. Shyly. A soft press of curious lips. | wanted it. Of course | did. But | had to stop 
him, had to know. | put my hands on his chest and pushed him back just the slightest bit. 


"Wait. Wait, Till. If this! some sort of act of pity...” 

"Pity for you..or me?" 

"For you?" Now that took me aback. "Why would | have pity for you?" 

“Because I've never." 

And right at that moment, when Till blushed and somehow managed to look like a callow schoolboy for all his 
muscles and dominant mien, | instantly decided that no matter what was motivating this, and even if it never 
happened again, | would gladly be whatever he needed me to be. We were both men, it was no different from 
what | did with Paul, it was out of comfort and a need to be wanted from which Till would come to me now. 


And I'd be damned happy to get it too. Even if his heart yearned for another. 


"| would never pity you for that," | whispered, stroking my fingers through the short hairs at the back of his 


neck. He closed his eyes and leaned into the caress like a big cat having his ears scratched. And | reached over 


and softly kissed his eyelids, making him grunt in pleasure. God, my pants felt that sound. My cock, half-hard 
already, sprang to granite attention now in anticipation of what | was about to do. Breathless, | said, "I want to 
make you feel good -- if you'll let me." 


His answering nod was almost imperceptible. Obviously he was nervous. And maybe he was afraid I'd 


misconstrue what this was going to mean. "I know. | know it's Richard you want.| don't expect you to love me." 
For the first time he smiled and the light in his eyes was dazzling. "But Schneider, of course | love you." 


lronic, no? But | knew what he meant, and it was enough. It would have to be. 


It occurred to me then that deflowering Till - oh now there was an oxymoron - in his car - even in the more 
spacious back seat - was not exactly romantic, and he deserved so much better. Would that | could have, I'd 
have laid him out on a feather bed and fucked him until he begged for mercy, yet that entailed driving 
somewhere, and | don't think either of us wanted to lose the mood. Inside the building? Where, inside? 
Everything was covered with fake moon sand and | suspected that that grit getting into sensitive places would 
be less than comfortable. Besides, Jörn and some of the crew were still there, no doubt - our director was 


indefatigable. Not exactly private. So scanning around, | chose the only place left. 

Till fetched a blanket from the back and we hiked a little ways from the building to an area where the grass 
was overgrown and lush and would've hidden us from curious eyes should any have come looking for us. "I 
think this' very fitting," Till said with a giggle, spreading out the blanket and seating himself on it. "I lost my 
virginity the first time on a haystack." 


That's right. | remembered that story. "This cherry will be different to lose," | reassured him, sitting too. "It 


won't be anywhere near as traumatic." 

"What makes you say that?" 

"Look at how long you and | have been friends - it's not as if our bodies are exactly unknown to each other 
either. And before you get all freaked out, not to worry. *That® won't be on the menu for your first time," | 
added, reading correctly the apprehension in his eyes that disappeared with my words. "Not that |." 
"Schneider?" 

"Ah?" 


"Shut up." 


"Um..right" 


| moved close to Till and smiling, kissed him, tasted him and almost exploded at the first slick touch of our 
Tongues together. Pretty sad, Christoph, to come in your pants from just one kiss, | thought briefly, and then 
didn't think much else after that. Over and out. My brain wasn't needed anymore. Moaning, he opened to me, 
letting me explore his lovely mouth to my heart's content and | opened my eyes to find that | had pushed him 
to the blanket, to his back in my enthusiasm. He panted, looking up at me with a mixture of fear and awe that 
made me feel amazingly powerful, like the best drugs in the world were zooming through my veins. And in 
truth, no drug could touch this. To be fulfilling the fantasy I'd held for over ten years.. almost couldn't believe 
it. 


His hands wormed their way under my shirt, reaching skin, and he stroked my back in wide, warm circles, 
finally pulling off the garment and laying it beside us. "I don't think | ever noticed before how beautiful you are, 
Chris," he murmured in a voice as deep and blackvelvetdark as sin, an admiring smile curving his lips. Man, if 
that didn't make me feel great. And now his fingers roamed my chest, investigating all the hills and valleys, 
figure-eighting around first one nipple then the other while my heart banged inside and my cock begged to be 
let out of my pants. Miraculously, | still hadn't gotten a stitch of clothing off him, a detail he seemed to notice 


at the same moment. 


"Why don't we both strip off - itll be easier," he suggested, reaching for the hem of his own shirt and yanking 
it over his head, unceremoniously doing much the same with his pants and the rest and placing everything on 
our ever-growing pile of clothes. | nodded, trying not to stare at all that gorgeous flesh he revealed. Finally, 
naked together in the morning sun, we lay kissing in each other's arms, our erections rubbing together in a 
way that was seriously interfering with my breathing. A butterfly hovered over us momentarily before 
continuing on its way. 


Its so different.and yet not," was his cute observation, grinding his hips to increase the friction and letting 
out a soft moan of enjoyment. "Oh it's good." 


| couldn't help but laugh with joy. Wasn't | supposed to be leading him? Ah but instinct was quickly taking over, 
and Nature Boy definitely did know how to enjoy himself. | should not've been surprised. Yet | knew some tricks 
sure to be appreciated. | urged Till to sit up and eased myself into his lap, legs around his waist - all the 
better to get at that beautiful chest and | suckled his nipples until the air was almost screaming in his lungs. 
And then, with joined hands, we enfolded our two cocks in a tight, loving grip, twisting and pulling for all we 
were worth while we rocked up and down, back and forth in synch. God, I'd never felt anything as incredible as 
this. His skin was hot, wet, his cock silky and every bit as rock hard as my own - he was hard for mel - it 


was a wonder sparks weren't flying off our bodies. 


Till gasped suddenly, wrapping his arms around me to pull me tightly against his chest as his head went back 
and he let out a soul-rending groan, covering us both in a shower of warm semen that made me quake to feel. 
| wasn't more than a few seconds behind him, literally screaming out my ecstasy. My vision whited out, | came 
so hard. We collapsed to the blanket, shivering to ride out the aftershocks together, and Till kissed me when 


our breathing returned to normal. 


"Fantastisch," he whispered, stroking my arms and chest, the smile in his voice apparent. | cuddled myself 


against him and kissed his throat, loving that | had given him this gift. And how beautiful and right that it was 
out here in the open, with nothing to hide or fear. 


It was going to be another perfect blue-sky summer day. We lay on our backs and watched the clouds scud 
by, the gathering warmth making the air smell verdant and alive. Suddenly, | felt exhausted. After a twelve 
hour day -- and now this -- | was completely worn out. | so wanted to sleep in his arms but then it occurred 
to me that appearing on the set later with twin sunburns in delicate areas would not exactly be in our best 
interest. Instead, | sat up and observed him. His lips were swollen red from our kisses, his cheeks flushed. But 
the best part was the look of peace and fulfillment that was now on his handsome face where before I'd seen 


only heartache. Herzeleid. 


Fantastisch? Yes Till, you are. "So..", | giggled, reaching for his hand and playing with the fingers, feeling cheeky 
now, "| guess you liked it, then" 


"Yes shithead, | liked it. Stop trying to be so humble -- you'll hurt yourself." 


What the hell, | figured. I've been this far, | might as well go for broke. "Do you..think you'd like to do it again 


some time -- and maybe more?" 

"Well, that depends." 

"Depends?" 

"Mm-hm. You don't, by chance, still have that Frau Schneider outfit, do you?" 


His expression had changed to a smirk that was so downright naughty, | had to laugh. "You kinky bugger! Frau 
Schneider, eh?" 


| have to say -- | liked you as a half-man, half-woman..thing. It was quite..shall we say.inspirational." 


My mouth went dry. Inspirational? He could've only meant one thing, and at the thought of him wanking and 
thinking of me, my cock gave a lazy stir and looked around for seconds. Hmm..whats this? He was also half- 


hard again, and threw me a suggestive wink. Fuck the sunburn I'd risk it. 


With a giggle, | dove down between his legs, submerging myself in his musky scent, and drove a sharp gasp out 
of him as | took him into my mouth. And my last thought, before | lost myself in bliss was, "Ja, das ist mein 
Teil.." and with any luck, it might always be so. 


